8 6 out machinery erected the most formidable fortifications.
The sleep of the dead is so deep that the earth and all
who walk it dream; even the huge carrion birds who
wheel above seem drugged and hypnotized. As one rises
slowly with the rising terrain the blood thickens, the heart
slows down, the mind comes to rest obsessively on the
shuddering image of an endless chain of assassinations.
There are two distinct worlds impinging on one another
—the heroic world of daylight and the claustral world
of dagger and poison. Mycenae, like Epidaurus, swims in
light But Epidaurus is all open, exposed, irrevocably
devoted to the spirit. Mycenae folds in upon itself, like
a fresh-cut navel, dragging its glory down into the bowels
of the earth where the bats and the lizards feed upon it
gloatingly. 'Epidaurus is a bowl from which to drink the
pure spirit: the blue of the sky is in it and the stars and
the winged creatures who fly between, scattering song
and melody* Mycenae, after one turns the last bend, sud-
denly folds up into a m^nadng crouch, grim, defiant, im-
penetrable. Mycenae is closed in, huddled up, writhing
with muscular contortions like a wrestler. Even the light,
which falls on it with merciless clarity, gets sucked in,
shunted off, grayed, beribboned. There were never two
worlds so closely juxtaposed and yet so antagonistic. It
is Greenwich here with respect to everything that concerns
the soul of man. Move a hair's breadth either way and
you are in a totally different world. This is the great
shining bulge of horror, the high slope whence man; hav-
ing attained his zenith, slipped back and fell into the bot-
tomless pit
It was still early morning when we slipped through
the lion's gate. No sign of a guardian about. Not a soul in
sight The sun is steadily rising and everything is clearly
exposed to view. And yet we proceed timidly, cautiously,'
fearing we know not what Here and there are open pits

